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branch which overhung the water; thus, leaving no trace on land of
his footsteps, he baffled the scent.   The pursuers carne up:
"Rycht to the burn thai passyt ware,
Bot the sleuth-hund made stinting thar,
And waueryt lang tyroe ta and fra,
That he na certain gate couth ga;
Till at the last that John of Lome
Perseuvit the hund the sleuth had lorne"
* The Bruce/ Book vii.
' A sure way of stopping the dog was to spill blood upon the track,
which destroyed the discriminating fineness of his scent A captive
was sometimes sacrificed on such occasions. Henry the Minstrel
tells a romantic story of Wallace, founded on this circumstance :—
The hero's little band had been joined by an Irishman, named Faw-
doun, or Fadzean, a dark, savage, and suspicious character. After a
sharp skirmish at Black-Erne Side, Wallace was forced to retreat
with only sixteen followers. The English pursued with a Border
sleuth-bratch) or blood-hound.
"In Gelderland there was that bratchet bred,
Siker of scent, to follow them that fled;
So was he used in Eske and Liddesdail,
While (i. e. tilt] she gat blood no fleeing might avail."
*	In the retreat Fawdoun, tired, or affecting to be so, would go no
farther,    Wallace having in vain argued with him, in hasty anger,
struck off his head, and continued the retreat,   When the English
came up, their hound stayed upon the dead body:—
"The sleuth stopped at Fawdon, still she stood,
Nor farther would fra time she fund the blood.'*
*	The story concludes with a fine Gothic scene of terror.   Wallace
took refuge in the solitary tower of Gask.    Here he was disturbed at
midnight by the blast of a horn. He sent out his attendants by two and
two, but no one returned with tidings.   At length, when he was left
alone, the sound was heard still louder.   The champion descended,
sword in hand ; and, at the gate of the tower, was encountered by
the headless spectre of Fawdoun, whom he had slain so rashly,
Wallace, in great terror, fled up into the tower, tore open the boards
of a window, leaped down fifteen feet in height, and continued his
flight up the river.   Looking back to Gask, he discovered the tower
on fire, and the foitn of Fawdoun upon the battlements, dilated to an
immense size, and holding in his hand a blazing rafter.5—scott.
1.231. good at need. The epithet is twice repeated in the Homeric

